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where half its number dare not exercise without
being summarily fined and imprisoned the most
elementary right of free humanity of drinking what
it likes, and the other half dare not exercise their
legal right of free-voting without being overawed
by bullying " bosses" and Tammany Halls nor
presume upon the inalienable right of free people to
express their opinions freely without being instantly
set upon by a scurrilous press. But the American
has, like any other human being, his pet delusions
which he likes to hug to his heart, and one of these
is that his is " the Saviour Continent," his " the
Land of Light and Liberty." Delusions play a rather
important part in the economy of nature and,
except for the possessor, are as a rule harmless in
themselves, and so the American is quite welcome
to hug his delusions to his heart, but if others cannot
help seeing through them he must not complain
and attribute motives of " ill-nature " and " ani-
mosity " to them as he did to a famous English
author a generation ago.

Coney Island is known all over the world as
a great bathing-resort of the working-class New
Yorkers. Thither I went one bright Sunday morning.
The way lay over the great Brooklyn Bridge which
covers a mile of river in three giant strides, and then
through congested suburbs to the open, airy, sunlit
spaces of outlying districts with miles of well-made
roads lined with miles of prim little cottages with
prim little gardens in front. Hundreds of wooden
shanties soon announced the approach of the island,
and a few minutes later we got off on a road